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He could feel it approaching. The 40th anniversary, the shows in December. He didn't expect that the guys 


would invite him considering his consistency in picking on Lars every few months in the press. 


He got the call anyway, yet it wasn't from the person whose voice he yearned to receive on the other end of 


the phone. Instead, a thick Danish accent was all he heard. 


Of course, these last few years they had been discussing the No Life ‘Till Leather re-release but 
disagreements got in the way as usual. Something about Lars wanting credits on the songs that he had nothing 
to do with, or whatever James had said when they were last talking about it. 


Dave didn't care much anyway, he wasn't listening, he was too busy trying to keep James on the line, to 


prevent him from ending the call too early. Hearing James' voice was one of the few good things left in the 


world for him, so he treasured these too-infrequent conversations between them, the rare private moments, 
which kept slowly torturing Dave, his sanity slipping away as he was left longing for what they had in the past 
whenever all he could hear at the end of the line was a consistent beeping sound. 


A single call every 4 months just didn't do it for him. Videos and photos of James just didn't do justice to 
seeing him in real life, tall and blonde and beautiful. That's how he looked the last time he saw him all those 
years back at the 30th anniversary. 


And now, months after Lars' call, Dave was on his way to rehearsal for the shows. He drove his car along the 


freshly cemented road, his head fuzzy, an expectant feeling in his belly. 


God, he missed James. He missed his voice, his corny jokes. He missed his imperfect skin covered with acne 
scars that he wanted to trace with his fingertips; his toothy smile that lit up his entire face, those tattoos 
which weren't always there, covering his long arms, arms that he wished would wrap around him again, his 


hands rough from decades of playing, his belly more rounded, softer. 


Did James still think of him the same way Dave does? Are his feelings still reciprocated? Or is it no longer a 
mutual attraction, a lust for more than physical touch? It was always so much more than just romance, or a 
sexual thing. Their connection was deeper than they could describe. Every time they would hug, tiny electric 
shocks would run through them, connecting them to one another. He remembers the looks they shared, so 
many feelings buried deep inside under layers and layers of pretend feuds and messy arguments, trust broken 


long ago despite promises made. 


Dave's mind was a mess as he parked his car outside the venue. He must have spent another good fifteen 
minutes staring at nothing, his right leg bouncing with anticipation as he could already feel himself sweating 
under the thick ginger mane of hair that he managed to preserve for all these years. One last thought of 
uneven skin, a neck with visible lines on it and a tattoo engraved there for the rest of time passed his mind as 


his feet landed on the cement and he got out of his car. 


When Dave entered the building, he was instantly greeted as warmly as can be by several crewmembers who 


escorted him towards the dressing rooms. 

They ran into Kirk and Rob along the way, and Dave tried his best to smile and give them several handshakes 
and hugs as they welcomed him, though he couldn't exactly make out what they were saying when his eyes 
landed on James, who was leaving the dressing room at the end of the long hall behind them. 

Their eyes instantly met and Dave froze into place. Hazel eyes stared longingly into ocean blue. 


Dave felt the sudden urge to run towards him, to grab and hold James’ face as their lips moved together. 


But he didn't. He stared on as James finally approached them, followed by Lars who cracked a slightly smug, 
although still welcoming smile and a joke as he shook Dave's hand and patted him on the back. 


When Lars let go, Dave finally felt his skin make contact with James' as he was pulled into his arms. Familiar 
scent filled his nostrils, the smell of home, of warmth, of James. Dave breathed it in as he rested his chin on 
a broad shoulder, slowly moving his face closer to the safety in the crook of James’ neck, never wanting to let 


go. The hug ended as soon as it had started and what felt like minutes was only mere seconds. 


Reality struck him and he disentangled himself from James who had a look of disappointment when Dave forced 
himself to let go. Nobody commented on the passionate exchange as they all walked towards the stage. 


Rehearsal was going by in a daze. Although Dave was perfectly sober, his mind was still cloudy, his heart 
rhythmically pumping blood into his veins, the hairs on his neck rising every time he made eye contact with 


James. 


It felt good, being on stage with the taller man again, turning around and seeing him by his side, a huge smile 
plastered on his face, all of his perfect teeth visible. That visual was so special to him, that was exactly how 
James looked all of those years back. He can almost picture the long hair, the young, boyish face, the child-like 
innocence he used to have in his eyes. 


It was magical and Dave wanted it to last forever. But it didn't. Rehearsal was quickly over, too quickly. They 
had gone through all the songs several times, everyone looked exhausted. Lars yawned as he stood up from his 
drum kit and allowed the crew to pack up for the day. 


Most of the guys had already cleared out before Dave realised what was happening, half of them heading to a 


restaurant to have a much deserved meal after the long rehearsal day. 


But Dave didn't want to leave. He tried his hardest to extend his time on that stage as he started 
conversations with whoever was left returning guitars into their cases and unplugging wires from amps. Dave 
just kept stalling around and trying not to look too desperate for James’ attention, who in turn was standing 
near the amps on the other end of the stage and talking to his guitar technician when his eyes caught Dave's 
for the millionth time that day. James excused himself, wished a good night to his tech and walked towards 


Dave. 

"Hey" 

"Hey..." the redhead greeted him back, a small bashful smile pulling at his lips. 

Dave was never like this with anyone, except James. He didn't like people or company in general. He preferred to 
be left alone. Nothing brought him happiness anymore, his life filled with betrayals by those closest to him. But 
when James is around, everything is different. Only he could make Dave want to smile again 

Clasping a hand around Dave's shoulders, James chose to ramble on about the shows and all of the events 


that they had planned for the anniversary celebration. Dave just listened, never once opening his mouth in fear 


of ruining the moment. His eyes welled up and he tried not to let the tears fall as he watched James point 


around the venue like a kid in a candy store, his excitement bursting out of him like sunlight, the big smile 
spreading on his face again. Dave just watched him and prayed this day would last forever. 


The first show went great, everyone was bursting with excitement, the energy was through the roof. Dave 
and James started a few of the songs together, playing every riff in sync with each other, their fingers 


moving smoothly, harmonising together. 
When the show was over their hands clasped together, fitting perfectly as all of them bowed to the crowd. 


Dave loved these moments that filled his heart with happiness. No matter what happened, he knew that James 
would always be there for him and Dave would be there for James. He knew it when he announced his cancer 
diagnosis to the world and the first person who reached out to him was James. James knew it when Dave 


reached out to him about rehab. 


And now they were both seated at the large dining table in the restaurant they had reserved for the occasion 
James was sitting at the head of the table, with Dave seated on his side. They talked, smiled, long meaningful 
glances passed between them as they couldn't keep their eyes off each other. 


The whole place was filled with the band's families, other musicians who had participated in the anniversary 
celebrations and crewmembers who had been on this journey with the band for many years. Everyone drank 
and ate, happiness filled the atmosphere. 


As Dave was talking to the rest of the guys, he felt fingers touch his own, ghosting over his skin, both their 
hands hidden under the table as they rested on top of Dave's knee. Dave felt his heart leap as he turned his 
head and looked into James' eyes, which were filled with intensity. 


James stood up and excused himself, heading towards the restroom. Everyone was too busy laughing and 
talking to each other to notice the way James dragged his fingers along Dave's arm as he walked past him. 
Dave, however, felt the contact which sent bolts of electricity through his spine, and he closed his eyes 
momentarily. His heart was beating against his ribcage when he slowly stood up, his throat dry, and followed 
the other man 


Walking through halls, trying to avoid prying eyes of waiters, both men quickly stumbled into an empty stall at 
the end of the guys' restroom. 


Their lips smashed together when Dave grabbed James’ face and pulled it towards himself. Their tongues met 
in the middle and their moans synced together, breaths mingled, the kisses becoming open-mouthed, sloppy and 
frantic. Dave pulled away, a string of spit forming between them as they looked into each other's eyes, their 
chests making contact as they breathed in. 


Dave saw nothing but lust in the blue irises staring back at him, so he captured the awaiting lips before him 


once again and dragged his nails over that damned neck tattoo that turned him on so much. 


That is how Dave ended up being pushed hard against the wall of James’ dimly lit hotel room later that night, 
strong tattooed arms wrapping around him, touching the skin under his shirt as Dave's fingers tangled into 


thinning grey hair, pulling it tightly. 


Their foreheads pressed together, hazel eyes burning into blue, lust and want and frustration all swimming into 


their orbs. 


‘| missed you so much.." Dave gasped, gripping James’ hair so hard that his head was pulled back and he had 


to look down in order to keep their eye contact. 


"Don't you see? Don't you see that | can't stand being away from you? The distance is killing me, its always 
been this way. It will never change, | will never be over you." Dave continued, all of his thoughts and feelings 


that have been clawing at his mind for years finally spilling from his lips. 


James just stared back at Dave, one of his hands sliding over Dave's stomach and down to his thigh. Gripping it 
tightly, he moved Dave's leg and attached it around his waist, lifting the redhead with a lot more effort than it 
took all those years ago. He situated himself between Dave's thighs and ground the bulge in his pants against 
him. 


Dave's eyes slightly widened, whatever was left of his composure shattering when James finally broke their 
eye contact and smashed their lips together. 


The familiar warm tongue quickly slipped its way into Dave's mouth, their lips dancing together as butterflies 
flooded Dave's stomach, now all he could see was stars. 


It felt so good to be slammed against the wall, to be enveloped in strong arms, to feel James’ lips against his 
own, his mustache scratching Dave's skin as they devoured each other, their hands trying to touch 


everywhere they could reach. 


They wanted to feel each other's skin, to kiss and lick Dave wanted James to engrave himself in him, on him; 
he wanted to feel those rough hands hold him, James’ knuckles to turn white and his nails to break the skin on 
Dave's hips. 


"Please." moaned Dave, gasping for breath as they pulled away from each other. Dave looked into James’ eyes 
only to be met with pitch black staring back at him, the blue in James' irises almost gone as his pupils were 
blown wide. Dave stared as James' mouth dropped open, his lips reddened and glistening, his neck flushed from 


the blush that rose over it. 


| need you, James, | want you." gasped the redhead, pulling the other man against him, burying his face into 
his neck, fingers clasping around it, James' tattoo peaking under Dave's right hand as he held on, nearly sobbing 


with frustration as lust took over him and blurred his vision 
‘lm here, Dave" James whispered in Dave's hair, his voice low and raspy 
| won't stop now, | promise.!'ll give you everything.” 


Dave felt himself grabbing James' hand and pulling it against his chest. He wanted the other man to feel how 


his heart hammered against his ribcage, how much he wanted this. 
"Feel my heart, the way it beats only for you.lts yours, always will be..always has been" 


It felt good to confess, to let it out. They looked into each other's eyes, their entire history flashing before 


them like a movie. 


James' expression shifted, his furrowed eyebrows relaxing as his eyes focused on the hand that pressed his 
own against a warm chest. Closing his eyes, he pulled it against his face, dropping a kiss on it, his mustache 
making contact with freckled knuckles, holding his lips there for several seconds. Dave felt his stomach flip 


over, the butterflies in it trying to break free. 


Dave loved this man, deeply, so much that he felt like sobbing. His heart swelled with affection, his eyes 
watering. 


The entire room felt too small, too hot, the air lacking oxygen. James let go of Dave and dropped to his knees 
in front of the redhead, pulling him closer and slamming his lips against Dave's stomach, right below his belly 
button. James dragged his hands further up and began unbuttoning the other man's black shirt, losing patience 
and ripping the rest of it off as buttons flew around the room. He began dragging his lips and tongue against 
Dave's chest, grabbing the redhead by his ass, kissing and sucking, carelessly leaving hickeys all over, reaching 
the older man's nipples and taking them into his mouth. He kissed each one, alternating between rubbing them 
with his fingers and licking them with his tongue as Dave's hands held James’ head in place, loud moans 
dropping from his lips. 


"God, fuck.Don't stop" Dave sighed, feeling dizzy. He felt like his knees would give out any second, his dick was 


so hard and the lack of release was killing him. 


James must have sensed this because he wrapped an arm around Dave's waist, keeping him in place as he 
continued to explore the redhead's chest. Dave felt another hand grab his belt, pulling it from the loops and 
tossing it across the room. Quick fingers unclasped the button on his jeans, unzipping and dragging them down 
Dave's legs. Dave sighed as his cock was freed from the roughness of the denim and felt himself being pushed 
off the wall and towards the bed 


He dropped down on it, lying there in only his underwear, his red hair framing his face, resembling fire. He 
watched James slowly undress in front of him, his eyes clouded with lust. Situated between Dave's knees, 
James unbuttoned his crisp white shirt, slowly revealing tan, tattooed skin covered with barely visible sparse 
white hair. His eyes burned into Dave's, lust and desire pooling in the pitch black of his pupils. The older man's 
eyes scanned the strong body before him as James took off his belt and unbuttoned his pants, letting them 
drop to the floor. 


Dave's eyes followed the vocalists tattooed hand as it gripped and stroked the bulge which was poking out of 
his boxers. The redhead's mouth watered and his hips slightly lifted off the bed in anticipation as James turned 
around and bent down next to his suitcase in search of lube. He watched the gray-haired man's back flex 
under the dimmed lights of the luxurious hotel room, the scrawny boy he had been all those years ago long 
gone, a man roughened by years on the road in his place. This wasn't the shy boy that hid behind the stage 


that Dave remembered. 


James finally turned around, in all his glory, the dim light accentuating his features and making him look 
otherworldly. He slowly walked back to the edge of the bed and tossed the bottle of clear lube next to the 
guitarist lying there on top of the dark red silk bed sheets, his hips slightly lifting as he waited patiently. 


Dave instantly felt himself being dragged across the bed spread by his legs when James pulled him towards 
himself, with Dave sitting up and clasping his hand around the other man's neck when their lips connected 


again. 


Dave moaned into James‘ mouth and pulled him down with him, flipping them over and climbing into James' lap, 
their lips never breaking contact as their kisses became deep and passionate, Dave almost feeling the other 


man's tongue at the back of his throat. 


Dave pushed his bulge against James’, the only thing separating them was the fabric of their underwear. 
James dragged his lips over Dave's neck and sucked on his pulse point as the redhead struggled to keep from 
crying out. His fingers gripped James' back, his nails leaving scratches when he felt a large hand grip his ass 
cheeks, spreading and kneading them. James pulled at Dave's boxers, trying to take them off, but giving up and 
instead flipping both of them over, throwing the older man down on the bed and quickly discarding Dave's and 


his own underwear. 


James looked Dave up and down, taking in the sight of his naked form. Bending down, he began planting kisses 
between Dave's thighs as the redhead struggled to keep his eyes open and his breathing in check. 


"You look so good like this, Dave, all spread open for me... 


The guitarist just dropped his head on the mattress and lifted his hips, trying to get those lips on his cock 
that was practically leaking already. 


James continued his journey, taking his time in exploring every single freckle on the creamy skin beneath him. 
Dave didn't have to wait too long though because James lips finally reached their destination and made contact 


with the redhead's cock, leaving a wet stripe from the base right to the tip. James engulfed the leaking tip of 
Dave's cock into his mouth, taking all of his length in and holding it, swallowing around it until his eyes welled up 


with tears, his nose buried in Dave's sparse pubic hair. 
Dave's eyes rolled back into his head, as he moaned James' name over and over. 


James’ gag reflex kicked in when the head of Dave's cock hit the back of his throat as it jerked inside the hot, 


wet cavern of James‘ mouth and he felt himself pull off, sucking in a breath through his nose. 


Dave felt like his world had turned upside down, both him and James being the only ones upright. Everything 
else seemed distorted around them. He moaned loudly, his wild mane of hair sticking to his forehead and neck 


with the way he was sweating. 


The grip he had on the silk sheets was deadly as James used his hand to hold the base of his cock and jerk 
off whatever he couldn't reach with his mouth. He bobbed up and down on the head of the redheads dick, his 
tongue licking and sucking at the slit over and over. James’ other hand was busy touching his own cock as he 


moaned around Dave's length, the guitarist feeling every vibration right to his core 


Dave felt the first waves of an orgasm hit him as he grabbed James’ head and entangled his fist into gray 
hair, pushing him down harder on his cock and shooting his load down the singer's throat, sticky come covering 


every inch on its way down James grabbed Dave's hand and entangled their fingers, swallowing every drop. 


Dave cried out over and over again, seeing only white, hearing nothing except the thumping of his own heart in 


his ribcage. 


James pulled off Dave's cock several moments later, flipping the redhead on his front, his legs spread wide and 


his ass in the air as he breathed in and waited patiently. 


James stroked his cock at the sight of Dave spread out before him, wanting to engrave the visual into his 


mind forever. 


He grabbed the lube and spread a generous amount on his fingers, warming it up. Dave felt the singer slowly 
begin pushing one, two and three fingers in him, stretching his hole, preparing him. Dave sighed, the feeling of 


another man's fingers inside him long forgotten until now. 


Taking his fingers out, James proceeded to spread the remaining lube on his length and pushed into Dave in one 
sudden move, the redhead crying out an "Oh, fuck." as he felt himself being filled completely, his eyes snapping 
open from the pain and then the pleasure that overcame him when James began thrusting inside, easily finding 


Dave's prostate. 


"Holy fucking shit, please..don't stop" the older man gasped, feeling James' hand drag over his chest and grip 
him from behind, pulling him up by the neck. Dave felt his back make contact with James’ chest, both men now 


standing on their knees, the gray-haired mars lips next to Dave's ear as he thrust into him over and over 


again, snapping his hips and hitting Dave's prostate with brutal force. James’ right hand continued gripping 
Dave's throat, whispering filthy words in his ear. They moaned loudly, James grunting as he sucked and nipped 
at the left side of Dave's neck, the singer's hand snaking over Dave's hip and holding him in place as he 


rammed inside repeatedly. 
"Fuck..yes, give it to me." 


Dave felt his second orgasm approaching, his body too exhausted to move on its own as he further spread his 


legs and arched his back, letting James thrust into him deeply and thoroughly. 
"You're so tight," James moaned in Dave's ear, “all for me...” 


Dave gasped, his mouth dropping open, his chin trapped above James’ hand which was still gripping his throat, 
making it hard to breathe, but Dave didn't care. All that mattered was them right now, both on cloud nine. 


Dave had never felt this way before, no one had ever treated him like this. 


"God, | love you, | love you so much." Dave uttered, turning his head towards the other man, their eyes 


opening at the same time, disoriented, clouded with lust and want and love. 


Grabbing Dave's face with one hand, James smashed their lips together as they fell forward, with James 
holding Dave against the mattress, his right hand letting go of Dave's throat, only to plant a stinging slap on 
the redhead's backside, leaving a red print behind as the same hand gripped Dave's cock and began stroking it 
in time with his thrusts. Dave cried out, hearing nothing but James’ delicious grunts, his low whisper in his ear 


struggling to form coherent sentences while Dave's ass gripped his cock. 


"Your cunt feels so good around my cock, it grips me so tight.” praised James, "You like having your tight hole 


fucked?" 
"Yes, God, yes... fuck me harder..." 


Dave grunted, having never felt so full in his life, with James' shaft deep inside of him, the thick head of his 
cock smashing into his prostate repeatedly. 


James couldn't take it any longer as he felt his orgasm hit him right in the groin, his heart hammering in his 


chest. 
"Fuck, Dave..! love you" the vocalist grit out, "Shit." 


He pumped his seed into the guitarist, Dave's ass milking his cock of every drop. James’ hand continued jerking 
Dave off until his release hit him and he slumped on top of the sheets in an exhausted ball, spilling his seed all 
over the expensive red silk beneath them. Both their bodies were covered in sweat as they tried to even out 


their breathing. 


James carefully pulled out of Dave, sitting back and watching as his come leaked out of the guitarist. Reaching 
out, he began spreading it around, massaging it into the soft skin around Dave's hole. James tried to push it 
back inside, Dave's hole stretching around his fingers and welcoming them in as his exhausted moans were 
muffled by the way his face rested in the crumpled bed sheets. Satisfied with his work, James pulled his 
come-covered fingers out, crawling over to Dave and pushing them into his mouth, watching as the redhead 
licked his hand clean. His lips sucked on every drop, enjoying the taste of James’ release, swallowing everything 
down and licking his lips once James pulled back. The singer dragged his fingers through the mess in the 
sheets, bringing them to his lips, licking and sucking Dave's release into his mouth like a prize. 


The guitarist turned his head and watched James, a lazy, satisfied smirk pulling at his lips, his body too 
exhausted to move. The other man dropped beside him and looked him in the eyes. They stared at each other, 
both met with eyes full of adoration and love. Their hands clasped together, fingers tangling as their lips 
connected in the middle. A few moments later both men sighed as they drifted off into peaceful sleep. 


